born to measure themselves with the earth and challenge
the sky They were born to rule this old world and sub-
due the fiercest of enemies They were scions of those
whose flights of arrows had killed the south sun, the
north sun and the west sun They were scions of those
who chose their gods by transfixing their hearts with
lances and kept only the god whose heart did not tremble
They were worthy of their sires Any one of them could
blow down the tallest of trees from whose top the
earth looked as little as a horseshoe floating on the
sea
The soldier made himself as small as possible. He tried
to present as little surface as he could to the wind and the
rain Beside him the machine-gun braced itself against
the storm too Sometimes, when a gust more violent than
usual swept the plain, the soldier thought he could hear
the machine-gun shivering. A few yards in front of him,
a row of stakes streamed with water
There were fourteen stakes in his field of vision. The
soldier counted them again He reflected that, in weather
like this, if necessity arose he would have a hard time of
it getting the machine-gun going He hoped its belts were
not damp
His packet of cigarettes was reduced to pulp. The
soldier threw it away violently, and got a splash of water
down the back of his neck As he sank his neck into his
shoulders and lifted his head, in the middle of his pointed
cap a red star with five points became visible
Here, said Ungern to himself, begins my conquest of
the continent Through his field-glasses he fancied he
could make out in the distance the nearest houses of
Troitsko-Savsk Or perhaps it was Moscow
In an hour his Asiatic division would enter Siberia as
easily as cutting butter There was nothing to be seen of
the enemy There was nothing at all to be seen but a